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Haft. So profper /, as I fwearc pcrfcd loue. 

Rtu. And 7,as 7loue Hadings with my heart.' 

Kin. Mjdam,your felfearc not exempt in this, 

Nor your fonne Dorfct, Buckingham, nor you, 

You haue beenc fa&ious ooeagaind the other: 

Wife, lone Lord Ballings, let him kdfc your hand, 

And what you do, do itvnfainedly : 

ftjht. Here Ballings, l will neuer more remember 
Ourformcr hatred, fo thriue [ and mine. 

Dor. Thuscnterchangeofloue,lhercprotcd, 

Vpon my part (hall be vnuioiable, 

Ha. And io fweare I my Lord. 

Km. Now princely Buckingham feale thou this league, 
With thy cmbracemcnts to my wines allies, 

And make me happie in your vnitic. 

Hue. When euer Buckingham doth turnc his hate 
On you,or . yours, but with ail dutiou3loue 
Doth chcrilbyou and yours, God punifli me 
With hate«jn thole where I exped moil lone, 

When 1 hauc mod neede to imploy a friend. 

And mod allured that he is a friend, 

Deepe, hollow, trechcrous, and full of guile 
Be he vntome.Thisdol beggeofGod, 

When I am cold in zcalc to you or yours. 

Kin. A pleafing cordial! princely Buckingham, 

7s this thy vowe vnto my fickly heart : 

There wanteth now our brother Gloder here, 

To make the pet fe<fl period of this peace. 

Enter Gtocefter. 

Buc. And in good time here comes the noble Duke. 

Glo. Good morrow to my foucraigne king and quccne, 
And princely pecres,a happie time of day. 

Km. Happie indeed, as we baue fpent the day : 

Brother, we hauedone deedcsofcharitie : 

Made peace ofenmitie,faireloue of hate, 

Bctwecne thele fwclling wrong inccnled Pceres. 

Go. A bleifcd labour mod loucraigne liege, 

Amongd this princely heape,if any here 
By fade intelligence^ wrong furmife, 
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Hold me a foe,ifIvnwittingly or in my rage, 

Hauc ought committed that is hardly borne 
By any in this prefence,! defirc 
To reconcile me ro his friendly peace, 

Tis death to me to bcatenmitic. 

7 hate if, and delire all good mens loue. 

Fird Madame, I inrreatpeace ofyou, 

Which 1 will purchafe with my durious feruice. 

Ofyou my noble coufen Buckingham, 

/fcucrany grudge were k»d’gd betweenc vs. 

Ofyou my Lord Rioers,and Lord Gray of vou. 

That all without defert hauc frownd on me, 

Dukcs-Earles, Lords, Gentlemen, in deed of all : 

I do not know that Enghih man aline, 

With whom my foulc is any iottc at oddes. 

More then the infant that is borne to night : 

/thanke my God for my humilitie. 

%u. A holy day (hall tin's be kept hereafter, 

I would to God all drifes were well compounded, 

My foueraigne liege I do bcfcech your Maiedic 
To take our brother Clarence to your grace. 

Glo. Why Madame, hauc I offired loue for this. 

To be thus fcorndc in this royall prefence f 
r^no knowes not that the noble Duke is dead ? 

You do him iniuric to fcornc his coarfe. 

Ri. Who knowes not he is dead ? who knowes he is 3 
All feeing heauen, what a world is this ? 

Bnc. Lookel fo pale Lord Dorfcft as the red ! 

Dor. I my good Lord, & no one in this prcfcnce, 

But hisred colour hath forfookc ftis chcekes. 

Kin. Is Clarence dead?thc order was reuerft. 

Glo. But he (poore foulc) by your fird order didc. 

And that a winged Mercury did beare, 

Some tardie cripple bore the countermaund, 

That came too lagge to fee hint buried : 

God graunt thatfomelelfc noble,aud lelfc loyall, 

Neercr in bloody thoughts, but not in blood : 

Deferuc not worfc then wretched Clarence did. 

And yet goe currant from lufpition. Enter Darbie. 


